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The officer shut his right eye and rubbed it. Then he
said, baring his small teeth:

"Do you happen to know the scum who are spreading
criminal proclamations at the factory?'*

The khokhol grinned, rocked up on his toes, and was
about to answer, when the voice of Nikolai rang out
again.

"We're getting our first look at scum,*' he said.

There was a hush. Nobody said a word for a second.

The scar on the mother's face went white and her
right brow shot up* Rybin's black beard began to quiver
strangely; he combed his fingers through it and dropped
his eyes.

"Take that cur out of here!" cried the officer.

The two gendarmes grabbed Nikolai by the arms and
pushed him roughly into the kitchen, where he forced
them to halt by digging his feet into the floor.

"Wait!" he said. "I've got to put on my coat."

The chief of police came in from the garden.

"Nothing out there. We looked everywhere/'

"Naturally," scoffed the officer. "We're dealing with
an experienced man."

The mother listened to his weak, brittle voice and
looked fearfully into his yellow face, sensing that here
was a merciless foe who felt a lordly contempt for the
common folk. She had rarely come into contact with such
people and had almost forgotten their existence.

"So that's the sort that get upset by the leaflets," she
thought'

"Andrei Onisimov, illegitimate son bearing the name
of Nakhodka, you are under arrest"

"What for?" asked the khokhol, unperturbed

"You'll find that out later," said the officer with
honeyed malice, "Are you literate?" he asked, turning to
Pclagca.

"No, she isn't," answered Pavel

"I'm not asking you!" retorted the officer sharply*
"Speak up, woman!"